HARK  AWAY. 

The  Boys  of  Kilkenny. 

The  Land  of  Delight 

THE  PLOWMAN. 

Love  in  the  Horrors* 


©lasgows^mted  for  llie  BCokseliefis. 


HayH  awfty      the  njerr^  tpn*d  hm^^ 
cMti?  tHe'  Wunters  all  up  with  tne  tihbt^ii. 
To  the  hills  and  the  woodlands  we  steer^ 
To  unharbour  the  out-lying  deer. 
And  aU  ffie  day  lopg^^^  song, 

This  is  our  song, 
Still  hollowing  &  fbllo^irjg  so  frolic  and  Iree 
Our  joys  kBpw  no  tound^^ 
While  we're  after  t|ie  hi^unds, 
No  mortals  on  earth  are  ^o  jolly  as  we. 

mound  tlwi  WQods  when  we  beat  how  we  glow 
While  the  hills  4hey  all  echo  IJollow  i 
With  a  bounce  from  his  cover  the  stag  flies, 
Then  our  shoutslong resound  through  the  skie^ 
And  all  the  day  long, 

When  we  sweep  o^er  the  valleys  or  climb 
Up  the  health  breakmg  mountain  sublime, 
Wh^jt;  a  fev  from  our  labours  we  feel^^ 
^iich  aiMe  th^^  who  ta^te  can  i-evealj 
And  air  the  day  lopg,  S^c. 


THE  IBOHS  or  KILKEKNY. 

Oh  !  the  boys  of  Kilkenny  aire  brave  rearing 
blades. 

And  if  ever  they  nieet  with  the  nice  litlle  maids 
They'll  kiss  them  and  coax  thsm^  and  spend 

their  money  free, 
And  of  all  towns  in  Irelawd  Kilkenny  for  me. 
Fal  de  ral,  &c. 

In  tiie  town  of  Kilkenny  there  runs  a  vAmr 

stream ;  :  . 

In  th«  tpwn  of  Kilkenny  there  Hyes  a  pretty 

dame, 

Her  lips  are  like  roses,  and  her  njoiitli  mocfi 
the  same, 

Like  a  dish  of  fresh  strawberries  smot.her\!  in 
cream. 

fal  de  rai;^c. 

Mer  eyes  are  as  black  as  Kilkenny's  large 
coal. 

Which  throngh  my  poor  bosom  have  burnt  a 
big  hole  I 

Hef  inindj  like  its  rlve^,  is  mi]d,  clear,  and 
pure, 

But  her  heart  is  more  hard  than  its  marble 
I'm.  sure. 

Fal  de  ral,  &c* 
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Kilkenny's  a  pretty  town,  and  shmes  were  it 
stands, 

And  the  more  I  think  on  it,  the  more  my 
heart  %variriS.  - 

For  if  I  was  in  Kilkenny  I*d  think  myself  at 
home,  ^ 

For  it's  there  I  get  sweethearts,  but  here  I  get 
none. 

Eal  de  ral,  &c. 


THE  LAND  OF  DELIGHT. 

As  you  mean  to  set  sail  for  the  land  of  defight. 
And  in  wedlock's  soft  haraocks  to  swing  every 
night; 

Ifyou  hope  that  your  voyage  successful  shouM 
prove. 

Fill  your  sails  with  affection,  your  cabins  with 
love. 

If  you  hope,  &c. 

Let  your  heart,  like  the  main-mast,  be  ever 
upright, 

A^d  the  union  you  boast,  like  our  takle,  be 
tight; 

Of  the  shoals  of  indiif  rence  be  sure  to  keep 
clear, 

And  the  quicksands  of  jealousy  never  come 
near. 


But  if  vapours  and  wlunis,  like  sea-sick nefis^ 
prevail, 

You  must  spread  all  your  canvas,  and  catch 

the  fresh  gale, 
For,  if  brisk  blows  the  wind,  and  there  eoiHCsi 

a  rough  3ea, 
You  must  lower  your  top-sail,  and  stud  im*- 

dei'  lee. 

If  husbands  e'er  hope  to  live  peaceable  lives, 
They  must  reckon  themselves,  give  the  heina 

to  their  wives ; 
For  the  smoother  we  sail,  boys,  we're  safest 

from  harm. 
And  on  shipboard  the  head  is  still  ruTd  by 

by  the  helm. 

Then  Kst  to  your  pilot,  my  boys*  and  be  wise ; 
If  ray  precepts  you  scorn,  and  niy  maxims 
despise, 

A  brace  of  proud  antlers  your  brows  m^y  a- 
dorn. 

And  a  hundred  to  one,  but  you  doubh$  Cape 
Horn. 


•     THE  VtOWUAnn 

The  plowman  he's  a  bonny  lad, 
His  mind  is  ever  true, 


s 

Of  His  garters  tied  below  his  kneei 

His  boimet:^it  is  blue,  O, 
Then  up  wi't     niy  plowman  lad^ 

0  hey,  the  merry  plowman, 

0  Jt'  the  lads  that  e'er  I  saw,. 
Commend  me  to  the  plo^^man. 

As  I  was  walking  in  a  field, 

1  chanc'il  to  meet  a  plowiTian> 

1  told  him  I  would  learn  to  tlilj 

if  that  he  would  prove  true  man, 
TheG  up  wi't  a',  he. 

He  said  niy  dear^  take  you  no  fear^ 

But  I  will  do  my  best, 
ril  5tudy  for  to  pleasure^thee, 

As  I  have  done  the  rest,  O. 
Then  up  wi't  a';  &c. 

My  ous^^  they  are  stout  aVid  good^ 
As  ever  labour'd  ground^  O, 

The  foremost  ox  is  lang  and  sma^ 
The  other.s  firm  and  round/ O* 
Then  up  wi'^t  a%  &c. 

So  h<3  with  speed  did  yoke  his  plough^ 
And  wish  a  gad  was  driven^ 

But  when  he  carae  between  the  stilts^ 
He  thought  he  was  in  hsaven. 
Then  up  wi't  a',  &c. 
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The  foremrst  ox  fell  hi  a  fiir, 
The  other's  then  did  fauiKii^i% 

The  plowman  lad  he  breathless  grewj 
In  troth  it  was  nae  wonder. 
Then  up  wi'ta*,  &c/ 

Plowing  once  upon  a  hill. 
Below  there  was  a  st^ne,  O, 

Which  gard  the  fire  flee  frae  the  sock, 
The  plowman  giei3  a  grane,  O. 
Then  up  wi'i  a',  &c, 

^Tis  I  nave  tilled  melkle  ground. 


He  tliat  will  not  drink  the  plowmaa's  healthy 
Is  but  a  saucy  fellow. 
Then  wp  wi't  a',  &c. 


LOVE  IN  THE  HOUnORS. 

Ihk  very  tnorning,  handy, 
My  malady  was  such, 

I  in  my  tea  took  brandy, 
And  took  a  cup  too  much. 
(Hickups)  tol  de  toL 

But  stop,  I  nmsn't  inag  hard, 
Mr  head  aches*  if  yoa  please^ 


One  pinch  of  Irish  blackguard^ 
FJl  lake  to  ciive  me  erne. 
(Si3eezes)  to]  de  rx)l. 

Naw  rm  quite  dr*  wsy  growings 

For  thU  very  morn, 
I  rose  when  cock  was  crowing — 

Excuse  me  if  I  yawn. 
(Yawns)  tol  de  roU 

I'm  not  in  a  cue  for  a  frojic,^ 

Can*t  my  spirits  keep, 
Loifc,  or  the  windy  chotic^ 

'lis  that  makes  me  \Veep. 
(Cries)  tol  de  roL 

I'RV  ^  mood  for  crying, 

Care's  a  silly  calf, 
If  not  to  get  fat  you're  contriving< 

The  only  way's  to  laugh. 
(Laughs)  tol  de  rol. 


FINIS. 


